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To Scotland, in his hand that belled the cat,
When other slaves that clung about the throne
Made the land foul as this doth; to which end
I gird you with it, that its edge again
May lop as high a dangerous head away
And shear a weed as poisonous.    This it was
That drove to death even with its lift and flash
The crew of Cochrane, as in scorn to smite
Their necks that craved the halter, and were bowed
Before the light and wind hut of its stroke
Down to the dust and death; and this again
Struck with one blow to hell by Fala brook
Spens of Kilspindie, who being overblown
With favour and light love of the fourth James
Gave with his life all these to Douglas up
At the first change of sword-play; from such hand
By heritage I have it, as from mine
You now, my lord, by gift; and I well think
That in those great dead hands of Bell-the- Cat
It did no worthier work than ere we sleep
This land in yours shall see it

Lindsay.                               Sir, with glad heart

I take the burden to me thankfully
That this great gift lays on ; as with my hands
I strip this armour off and take from yours
To gird my body left else weaponless
This the most prosperous and most noble steel
That ever did truth right, so from my soul
(rod witness me that I put off all thought
Save of his justice to be served and shown,